Am I really rock or just petty sand
Floating through echoes of another man 
Most times its never me who speaks 
Its just too vulnerable to try not to pretend 
I catch myself talking 
Behind a better man
But when alone
I still wonder 
Where do I begin
Is it me or still another man
Have I given up who I really am 
For some others sticky sand 
Clumped and formed 
In the shape of rock again 